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Kaleidoscopic Eyes Chilling Me To The Soul Reminding Me 
Of The Person | Once Was 


Author's Notes: 
My first attempt at RNR fanfics so it may suck 


Critics are welcomed here, don't be afraid to tell me the truth it helps me to improve on my writings. 


For now enjoy 


A/N 2: Without quotations are thoughts 


In brackets is Bleuette speaking (she's Josie’s conscious) 
~WEMW xx 


The Ist x 2nd Titles are mine 
Third is The Doors 


Fourth, Seventh x Eighth are Ramones 
Sth is Blondie 
bth The Beatles 


Kaleidoscopic Eyes Chilling Me To The Soul Reminding Me Of The Person | Once Was 


Last thing | remembered was i was sitting down doing some writing. Next thing | know I'm waking up under my 


covers. 
| must have fallen asleep. Weird | don't remember going to sleep. 

| stretched out and threw the covers off of me. | felt a bit chillier than | usual do in the morning. 
Why's it so cold? 


| began checking to see if maybe | kicked off my pants during the night as I've been known to do. After 
searching for a good five minutes | found nothing only the clothes | was currently wearing which were paper 


thin. Too thin for my taste. And girly which really set me off. 
These aren't my pajamas?! What the hell am | wearing?! Silk?! Lacel? 


| began looking frantically around at what | assumed was my room and found | was missing a few things, like 
my TV was completely gone and the space instead stood a bookshelf. From where | sat | could see it was filled 
with weathered copies of numerous classics. | turned away from the peculiar thing and look at my nightstand 


for familiar objects. 


But those objects were no where to be found, it seems that my cell phone and laptop had disappeared as well. 
That's very strange since | always keep them right next to my bed on their stands. Settled in their spot was a 
record player and an old looking one at that. I'd say it had to about the 1950s model. 


Mom must've moved my things while | slept, she's known to do that at random times especially during the 
night. Let's see what kind of books I'm into here? 


| got up off the bed and made my way towards the bookshelf. Scouring it for recognizable authors, which 
turns out all were there. | picked up one of my favourites, Alice In Wonderland. Then on a higher shelf | 

spotted another, Jane Eyre. Smiling | grabbed the book and placed it with the other one. As | turned away 
something caught my eye a book of poems by Edgar Allan Poe. | quickly put that with the others as well 


Where ever | am my taste in literature hasn't been altered. 


Looking towards the turntable there was something in front of the nightstand where it sat. | made my way 


back over to the antique looking record player. When | looked down there at my feet were a pile of records. 


Curiously | sat down on the floor and poured over the sleeves of the new found record collection 


Let's see oo Gene Vincent, Chuck Berry, Elvis, Calloway.. Huh no Bob Dylan, or Buddy Holly weird.. Oh well at 
least | have Sinatra, and BB King." | said placing the record of Chuck Berry on the turntable. 


As soon the needle hit that record Roll Over Beethoven began filling my room. 

| got the rockin’ pneumonia | need a shot of rhythm and blues 

Now this odd place felt more like home. 

| turned towards my vanity and quickly turned away in fear at what awaited me. 
Well | hope | at least look the same. 

| still was hesitating to look at the vanity across the room. 


Deciding not to waste anymore time | finally walked to my vanity and my eyes widened when | saw my 


reflection. Big kaleidoscopic Earth-like eyes stared back at me. 

This is definitely not me. 

Then | saw it, the unruly orange hair and all my fears disappeared. 

Thank god at least my hair stayed the same. 

| ruffled up my curls. 

God | hate them sometimes especially when | wake up looking like a Cocker Spaniel spliced with an Alpaca. 


Today was one of those days. Reaching for the brush | calmly tried to tame the rats nest upon my head all 
was going well till | heard that horrible "Snap!" 


Looking down | saw | was only left holding a handle. 

"Fucking cheap brushes, you wanna be rebellious? Fine!" | yelled at my hair. 
Ill just wear my hair up in pigtails with ribbons. 

Sighing to myself and retrieving two from the dresser. 


After fussing with my hair till it stayed in place | began to do my makeup like | always wore it. Kind of like 


Ronnie Spector's style eyes. Cat eyes to be precise. 
Why bother my glasses will just hide my eyes anyways. 
| frowned at that thought though | knew it was true. 
Finishing up my makeup | put my bifocals back on. 


"How in the hell did boys look so attractive in these | look like a freakin’ fly." | said looking at myself in the 


mirror once more before deciding | was decent with my appearance. 


Well since I'm awake mind as well go brush my teeth. 


Wanderin' Down Unpaved Roads Exploring The Wonderful Unknown 

| made my way out of my bedroom and headed to the bathroom down the hall. | took in all the neat things 
that lined the wall as | walked. 

Mom mustve redecorated last night. I'll have to ask her when she gets back from work. 

| stopped to take it in for a second then | continued my journey. 

| heard my name that was definitely not my mother's voice that was my nan's voice which stopped me dead in 
my tracks. She was calling me which was very strange since she's been dead since | was B. | walked in the 
opposite direction of the bathroom towards the stairs cause now | curious. 


Why was she here? And why is she calling my name this early? 


| took in my surroundings, this house just keeps getting odder wherever | look. Not that it doesn't always look 


odd | mean my parents are children from the bOs home always was odd, but was also always home to me. 
| still can't put my finger on it but this place seems familiar... 


This on the other hand looked like | stepped into the set of Carol Burnett or maybe | Love Lucy, which is kind 
of cool they had great taste but this is the I5's its consider odd or vintage as they say. There were all this 


wacky furniture and frames lining the walls. 
| trekked down the stairs to ask my nan how she was here when | ran into June Cleaver herself having cooked 
a full course meal and now making cookies. Her hair was pinned up in a curlers still. She wore a wrap around 


them though some stuck out. She still looked beautiful the pictures I've seen in my youth didn't do her justice. 


This shocked me 


She's beautifull 

| smiled and she turned around and | was completely floored. She was wearing a dress. 

She never wore dresses when | knew her. I've only ever heard my mother tell me stories or seen in pictures 
my grandmother had. But there she was wearing a dress looking like one of those models from the 60s Good 
Housekeeping Magazines. 

| stood there taking in the scene. 


Finally you're down here I've been calling you all morning.” She said smiling at me. 


| couldn't moved she was beautiful. Not that she never wasn't beautiful but the way she was dressed 


increased it ten fold. 

"Would you like some cookies?" She asked 

| shook my head finally shaking myself out of my surprise state and | asked her what the hell was going on 
She looked completely taken aback. She scolded me like a child telling me | shouldn't talk like that because young 
ladies don't use that sort of language. After lecturing me on my etiquettes she smiled again 

"Now go get ready or you'll be late for school." She said. 

"School? School? I'm way too old for school.” | replied. 

She just looked at me strangely saying | was only lb years old. | was in shock 

lo? | haven't been lb in god knows how many years. 


She continued to look at me strangely. 


"Oh another one of your charades okay you've got me now go and get dressed l'm serious this time." She said 


trying to hide her smile. 
"What's wrong with what | have on?" | argued back with a huff. 
She grew pale and blushed. | looked down and realized | was in a my silk nighties. | blushed too excusing myself. 


"| left an outfit on your bed" | heard her yell from the kitchen as | entered my room. "And go wake your 
sister!" She added. 


Sister?! 


| spotted it and cringed at the monstrosity with obnoxious amount of frills set out on my bed. Next to it were 
a pair on Mary Janes. | groaned but put it on as | was told to. | made my way back to the kitchen 


"You want me to wear this?!" | said pointing at my attire. 

"I think you look cute, Josie." My nan said. 

"Ill be the laughing stock of the school!" | continued. 

‘Nonsense this is what's cool nowadays." The blonde said beaming next to my nan. 
Nowadays? Its 2015 this isn't cool! Wait is that--!? 

| looked around more carefully seeing this place in a new light 

| know this housel! This is Nan‘s old housel! 


Becoming curious again | began to panic and | asked My nan what day it was. She just handed me an old looking 


paper that read lb August 1962. 
| fainted. 


Everything went black. 


Faces Come Out Of The Rain When Your Strange No One Remembers Your Name 
Next thing | know my nan is over me waving smelling salts under my nose. 
"Honestly Josephine, what has gotten into you?" My nan asked quirking one of her brows in a confused manner. 


| got up off the floor, grabbed my books and headed to school without answering my mother or eating 
breakfast. | was too freaked out to eat. 


Can you imagine being a teen in the bOs? The Doors, The Beatles, Janis Joplin, Jimi Hendrix, Buddy Holly (was 
dead but his music still played), Joey Dee € The Starliters, The Ronettes, Shangri-las, Bob Dylan, Roy Orbison, 
Johnny Cash, Gene Vincent, Herman's Hermits, Elvis Presley, The Coasters, Frank Sinatra, The Shirelles, The 
Chiffons, The Beatles, The Rolling Stones, The Whol 


| was like a kid at Christmas. | guess we celebrate Christmas | don't know yet | mean my nan (mom) looks like 
herself but who knows what my daa'll be. | laughed at that thought and shook my head at it he'd obviously be 


Italian from Brooklyn that would explain my semi accent. 


Maybe l'm in New York? 
| hope no one makes fun of me here. 


Kids that were different got picked on a lot in this era hell even back home they still do. Like if you were too 
tall they probably call ya a giraffe, if you're short you'd be called a midget or some shit. 


I'm real short about 5 foot, wear glasses, love to read oh and the topper I'm a mutt, how's that for a bleeding 
target? Ding! Ding! Ding! | think we have a winner! Hah. Tell her Johnny what she has won! An all expensed paid 
trip to Loserville! Where she'll be ridiculed to no end! 


| laughed sarcastically at my over imagination. 


| was now a block away from the school when | began to regret my decision to go. | decided as | reached the 


gate to just turn around and started to walk back home as fast as | could 
| can't do this! 
| screamed in my head trying to get out of there quickly. 


Of course with my luck, which in other words is horrible luck | slammed right into a wall. Well not an actual 


wall but a person you know that saying like hitting a brick wall? 
Well when you're tiny everything you bang into feels that way. 


Naturally my clumsiness doesn't halt there, oh no, to make matters worst | end up falling down in the process. 
Yep face first right into the concrete | might add right at the feet of a group of unknown boys. 


They crouched down down next to me. 


Come On New Girl And Find Out What The Rock N Roll Kids Are All About 
"Hey kid are you alright?" One asked me. 

"Yeah man you took a nasty fall” Said another voice. 

| still wasn't looking up still embarrassed at my entrance. 

"Don't be scared we ain't gonna make fun of ya" Said a third voice. 
"Speak for yourself!" Said another voice laughing. 


They sound oddly familiar, why do they sound oddly familiar to me? 


Curiosity finally got the best of me. | looked up to see whom | banged into and stared wide eyed 
Is this real? | really must be dreaming.. 

Before me were The Ramones! 

"Joey? Johnny? Dee Dee? and Tommy? | said staring at the boys in front of me. 

A E ET 


"Sorry | think you got me confused with somebody else, my name's Jeffrey, but call me Jeff" The one | called 
Joey said. 


"My name's Douglas | prefer Doug. Well actually | prefer Dee Dee but how did you know that?" The one | called 


Dee Dee said curiously. 

"Yeah how'd ya know our nicknames huh?!" Johnny demanded looking confused. 

"Relax John maybe she knows Mitch, Monte, or Arturo." Tommy explained to John. 

"| don't know anyone, it was a lucky guess. I'm new around here." | explained. 

"Well welcome to California hun" Doug said with a smile. 

"Are ya sure you're really alright kid? You're kinda still zoned out." Jeff said. 

"l'm fine." | answered. 

"Ya sure | mean I've seen some space cases before but you're really gone." Tom said. 
"| think she just a nut." John said smirking. 

| scowled at him. 

Doug and Tom helped me up. 

How in the hell else are they here? 

| closed my eyes and opened them to the faces of The Ramones looking at me strangely. 


"You're zonin again kid" Said Jeff. 


lm telling ya she's just crazy." John said. 

| glared at him. 

| wasn't insane | was somewhat sane! What's next am | gonna be called a Gu¥** for being Italian? 
"Knock it off she's a girl be nice, John" Doug said. 

| thanked him. 

"fine" John said but he didn't apologize.. 

That's just how he was | guess it was true oh well. 


"By the way my name is Thomas but you already knew that." Tom said with a smile. "So you gotta name?" Tom 
continued. 


"I'm Josephine" | said as we all entered the school 

"Cool name" Doug said 

"| hate it to tell you the truth | preferred to be called Josie." | said 

"Alright Jo we'll keep that in mind" John said smirking 

| scrunched my nose at the name. 

| really think he's just trying to egg me on cause l'm new. 

"Its Josie, John, not Jo" Jeff said defending me. 

| smiled at Joey. 

"Josie, Jo whatever" John said rolling his eyes. 

| waved goodbye to them as they headed in the opposite direction 

Im kinda glad they left when they did cause if they stayed any longer I'd probably would've kicked John's ass. 
| laughed at that scene playing in my head as | headed towards the locker area 


You Lie Down In The Dark Listen To The Thunder Listen To My Heart 


Arriving at my destination | made my way to my locker but there was a chick leaning on the one next to it. 


Right away | recognized her. | knew that mop of blonde hair anywhere and again | froze. 
She just smiled. 

"Hey new girl I'm Deborah Harry but everyone calls me Debbie." She said. 

"How do you know l'm new?" | asked. 

"You must be new here, cause I've never seen ya before." She answered 


"Hey guys come over here and meet the new girl" She continued to say waving over a group of guys to 


introduce to me. 


| already knew who they were I've listened to their music constantly it was the rest of her band. This was 


Blondie right in the same space as me. 

"Hey Deb who's the babe?" A black haired girl asked next to Debbie. 

She called me babe! | have got to be dreaming. 

"Oh and these lovely dolls are my friends. This is Joan Larkin." She said pointing to the chick on her left: 
Two of my female role models next to each other and talking to me. | was in heaven 
"And this is Stephanie Nicks, Stevie." She said pointing to the girl on her right. 
Scratch that three of my role models. 

"Hey dontcha talk?" Stevie asked 

"Maybe she's shy hey doll what's ya name?" Debbie asked. 

"Josephine Breighton" | said so low it was almost a whisper. 

"Well welcome to the Lion's Den Jos!" Joan said with a wink. 


"We gotta split babe but it was nice meeting ya" Debbie said as her, the guys, Joan and Stevie walked down 
the hall 


A girl | didn't recognize opened a locker two rows down from me. | tried to greet her to be friendly but when | 
looked up she had already disappeared. | turned back to my locker to finish putting my stuff away and 
gathering my books. 


A few minutes later a group of guys appeared walking up to the lockers across from mine. One spotted me and 
nudged the others whispering something | couldn't hear. They all had brown mops, where have | seen these 
guys before. 


She Was Just Seventeen If You Know What | Mean 
Then it hit me like a freight train. 


Oh fraptious day | get to meet the Beatles all of them! Blue eyed Richard, Brown eyed John and George and 
Hazel eyed Paul. 


They all seemed nice enough but also a bit mischievous. They made there way over | didn't know cause my 


back was turned. | was too busy trying to breathe to see them approach. 
The one from earlier tapped my shoulder. 
| turned to face them. 


"Hello there I'm John Lennon and this guy to my left is me mate James." John said introducing the boy next to 


him. 

"Its Paul, Johnathan" Paul said in a mock offended tone. 

"Whatever you say James.” John said batting his eyes at Paul. 

Paul just rolled his eyes. 

"Nice to meet you both" | said trying to stifle my laughter at their banter. 


"And the guy on me right is our friend George Harrison and at George's right that's our other pal Richard 
Starkey." John said with a smile. 


"Nice to meet you too George and Rich--" | began but was cut off. 

"| prefer Ringo, please." Ringo said making a face at his real name being said. 
"Alright Ring-o." John replied while playfully rolled his eyes. 

"Why Ringo?" | asked in a mock curious tone. 


| know why but come on how often do you get to ask one of your favourite musicians how they got their 


stage names? 


"Cause of these." He said holding up his hands to show his rings. 
| danced a little on the inside from sheer happiness. 

"Nice to meet you Ringo." | said with a smile. 

Ringo smiled back. 

"But | like Ritchie?" George asked snickering. 

Ringo groaned frustratedly. 

"You know we're just bustin’ yer balls, Rings." George continued. 
| patted Ringo's shoulder. 

"I understand completely | hate my birth name too." | said making a face matching Ringo's. 
"What might your name be then love?" George asked. 
"Josephine Breighton" | said like it left a bad taste in my mouth. 
"What a pretty name." Paul said. 

"Please refrain from using it I'd like to be called Josie." | said. 
"You got it babe." Said Paul with a wink 


"Well Josie, it was nice meeting you hope to see you around later." John said as the four boys walked down the 


hall way. | got to meet The Beatles! If | was alone I'd probably lose it right now. 

| was just about finished at my locker when another boy walked up to the locker next to mine. 
He cleared his throat and | turned to face him. 

He came off as rather shy but the look in his eyes said other wise. 

Those eyes they looked so familiar. Where have | seen those eyes before? 


| continued to stare. 


"What? is there somethin’ in me teeth?" he asked pretending to scrubbed his teeth. 


| shook myself out of my trance, but didn't speak instead he continued. 


"Well It seems we're goin’ to be neighbours we are. Name's Keith Moon, and who might you be dear girl?" He 


asked ready to hug me, a complete stranger. 

Wait.. Wait.. Moonl? Oh my God! That's why those eyes were familiar! 

There in front of me waiting for an name and a hug was the one and only Keith Moon 
I'm gonna faint. | feel it! 

[Pull yourself together Josiell] 

But this is-- 

[Another human being like you and me now act like itll] 

She's right.. 

[Course i amli] 

Sod offl! 

| shook my head. 

Keith quirked a brow. 

"Sorry, I'm Josephine Breighton" | managed to get out. 

"Josephine you mean like the Queen, | bet you hate that name." Keith said scrunching his nose in disgust. 
"Very much that's why l'm called Josie instead" | answered back. 


"That's more suitin' to ya, well Josie I'll be seein’ ya, hopefully again soon” Keith said hugging me again then 
disappearing down the hall. 


Well better get this over with 


Finally walking into my first period class. 


T: Happy, Happy, Happy All The Time Shock Treatment I'm Doin’ Fine 


| went to my first period class, alone since | knew no one, but lo and behold God said I'll answer your prayers 
with a sick joke there in the seat next to me was John but the other seat was.. 


Oh man there's the silver lining! 

Next to me was also Johnny Thunders. 

Haha a John sandwich. 

| laughed at that and took my seat. 

"Oh great it's you.” John said. 

The kid next me introduced himself as John but people called him Johnny so | could call him Johnny. 

So | have a John on my left (oh the irony it's funny cause he's leftist) then a Johnny on my right, like | said 
before a John sandwich. Now l'm just missing Lennon, Densmore, Bonham, Jones, and Entwistle then | could be a 
salad. 

| laughed at my nonsensical imagination. 

John rolled his eyes and said freak under his breath. 

| scowled at him. 

And he smirked like he enjoyed it. 

Fucking sadist 


The kid in front of me was doodling on the desk not paying attention to the teacher. I've seen that hair before, 
| thought. Then it hit me, that's Syd Barrett in front of me! | was trying to stay calm, but failing. 


Johnny looked concerned, John just paid no attention and the kid in front of me turned around and asked am | 


alright? | assured him | was fine just | have allergies and sometimes can't breathe. 
He nodded his head and told me it's common during this season. | laughed and agreed with him. 


| hate allergies. Seriously cant smell flowers in the Spring can't jump in the leaves in Autumn, it's a lose, lose 


situation. 
| frowned at my dilemma. 


The boy in front of me eyed me with furrowed brows. 


Oh no he probably thinks the face l'm making is directed to him. 

| quickly smiled. 

He smiled as well 

Thank god that wouldve been awkward. 

"My name's Roger Barrett but everyone calls me Syd" He said then glanced down and my doodles. 
"You draw? Do you like art?" Syd continued. 


"Yes it's one of my passions along with music and poetry. | like writing when I'm alone too." | said pulling out a 
notebook to jot down a new idea | just had. 


The conversation peeked the other two Johns‘ attention They looked in awed by | said 

"What? A girl can be creative!" | defended 

They just continued to stare. 

Yeah | know every fan girls’ dream to be stared down by three rock stars but me | find it kinda creepy when 
people stare at you, ya know? There | go again next thing you know l'Il be saying Capiche every time | get into 
an argument like lm the freakin’ Godfather. 

| snickered at that imagining myself like Brando in The Godfather. 

All three looked at me as if | were nuts. 

| blushed then went back to my writings. 


8: They Say You're Just An Awkward Kid, You've Flipped Your Lid 


"Whatcha got there?" John asked as he snatched my notebook away. 
"Give it back, John!" | said trying hopelessly to get back my notebook. 


Johnny Ramone reading my writings, thats all | need What will he say?! God this is a nightmare but it would 
be worse if Joey got a hold of them. | panicked what if, what if John tells Jeff, Doug and Tom?! Oh God | need 
my notebook! 


| tried again to reach for it but failed again 


"What's gotcha all riled up? Why's this so important? Ya got some secrets in here, huh?" John asked with a 


knowing smirk on his face and began to read my notebook. 

| put my head on my desk in defeat. 

[You dolt this is why | tell you time and time again not to bring your notebooks to school] 

| can hear my friend Bleuette's voice saying in my head. 

| know! 

| yelled back 

Well here's where that whole the past comes back to bite ya in the ass. No not yet, cause he was still reading. 
He seems engrossed into my notebook. It shocked me to see this | thought he'd throw it back at me and call 
me a freak but he continued to read. Then he finally gave me back my notebook 

"You know, | was wrong about ya, you're pretty good kid" John said with a smirk. 

| blushed. 

"Can we read them?" Syd and Johnny asked in unison 

| nodded handing them the book and they began to immerse themselves into it. 


| was starting to feel more accepted at that point. 


When the bell finally rung to signal second period | had made 3 more friends, an artist, a writer and a nice guy 


a bit of an asshole though but hey nobody's perfect. 
They all waved and | did too while saying my goodbyes and headed to 2nd period. 


Out of the pasture and into the slaughterhouse 


Come With Me We'll Share Our Thoughts Forget The 
Dreams 


Author's Notes: 
Blue Moon Is The Sky Can You Tell Me Your Story Are The Stars Bits Of Magic? 
-Mine 


The rest of he titles are Monkees’ songs (: 


Come With Me We'll Share Our Thoughts Forget The Dreams 

Maybe this won't be so bad? Who am | kidding with my luck it will be. 

You'll be fine Josie besides you love music, this is your territory. 

| was still nervous wouldn't you be, in a new place? 

Maybe | can hide in the back | don't see anyone here yet. 

Maybe if | read a little I'd feel more at ease. 

So | began reading Alice In Wonderland. 

"We're all mad here." The Cheshire Cat said with a huge toothy grin. 

Oh how right you are Mister Cheshire Cat. | thought with a smirk. 

| walked into the nearly empty class still immersed in my book not paying attention where | was going. 


God | must be missing my vitamins or something l've been a real space case today.| feel like Alice is this all 


just a dream? 


| continued to read until | ended up bagging into someone again but this time | fell backwards and my book 


flying god knows where. 
That's odd the floor doesn't feel as hard as | thought it would be. 


| was feeling for the floor but felt skin instead. 


At that moment | came to realization | was actually saved before hitting the floor by a person 
Shit! 

Poor guy must be in a lot of pain. l'm not saying I'm a cow but I'm not a twig either..." 

"Are you alright miss?" He said. 

| looked at my hero and laughed. 


Oh this is cliché as it can get it's like every fan girl's dream to be saved by this guy. And there | was using 


his chest as an ass cushion. 


God l'm the worst. Well he's not complaining at least that's a good sign I'm not hurting him though | do feel 
really bad using his as a safety device. l'm | hope he's alright that floor looks very hard. Oh dammit!" 


The person | banged into asked me if | was alright as well. | looked up thinking | was hearing things and froze. 
You think I'd be shock on the whole who was holding me, not so much but who was in front of me that's a 


different story. 


Really? | had to be a complete klutz in front of him? It wasn't enough busting my ass in front of the Ramones 
| had to do it in front of him?! Well at least l'm not getting made fun of. 


| almost forgot who was under me, but soon gathered my barrings and got up off him. 
"I'm so sorry." | apologized. 

"That's alright, l'm just glad that you weren't hurt” He said smiling. 

| blushed, he actually made me blush. 

The other one offered me a hand and helped me up. 

And | blushed, again. 

Man when did | turn into one of those girls? 

"So are you in this class to?" My saviour asked me. 

"Yes music is one of my passions." | said. 


The tall one said it was his too. 


| felt a little less on edge as we all walked into the classroom knowing that | actually had someone to talk to 
instead of keeping to myself. 


| Really Don't Know Where I'm Goin' For Sure Ain't Got A Map It Ain't No Tour 


| took a seat in front of the curly haired brunette boy whom sat next to a blonde. My saviour sat to my 
right and his friend on my left. 


The curly haired boy behind me tapped me on my shoulder. 


"Hey new girl my name's George Dolenz but people call me Micky. | like your glasses." The curly brunette said 


behind me. 
"Thanks. How'd you get the name Micky?" | asked curiously. 
"My middle name is Michael same as his." Micky said pointing to the to my left. 


"Thanks Mick why dontcha tell the lady what color my socks are while you're at it?" The boy on my left said 


smirking. 


"Sorry, man.. Anyways | always had the nickname Micky so everyone calls me it, instead of my real name." 
Micky said with a sheepish smile. 


"Understandable, Nice to meet you Micky Dolenz" | said smiling back. 
"You too." He said with a bigger smile. 


"My name's Peter Torkelson well my birth name is but | go by Peter Tork now." said the blonde. He looked kinda 


shy and nervous where as Micky was kinda rambuctious but sweet. 

"Please to meet you Peter Tork" | said giving him a smile as well. 

"Everyone calls me Pete, so you can call me Pete too if you wanna" Peter said shyly. 
"Alright Pete." | said hiding my smile behind my hand. 

Then | turned to my right side. 


"And | haven't caught your name yet. l'm sorry about our meeting that way." | said still apologizing to the boy 
on the right of me. 


‘Ive told you it's alright. l'm David Jones but please call me Davy." The boy on my right said smiling. He has a 
rice smile, | thought. 


"Hello Davy Jones how are you liking us Americans?" | said knowing he was from Europe the accent gave it 


away. Accents my one weakness. 

"Oh l'm finding this place rather lovely, thank you." Davy said with a smile and a wink. 

Did he just-- 

| blushed again 

"Oh for Pete's sake." The boy on my left said. 

The boy on my right just laughed. 

"And this fellow to your left is Ro-- eh Mi--" Davy said but was interrupted. 

"L can introduce myself" The boy on my left said. 

Five minutes later and he still had said nothing. 

"Well any day now, babe." | said | hate when people cut short introductions. 

He smirked at my impatience. "Michael Nesmith but everyone calls me Mike, ma'am." Mike said with a wink. 
Did this guy just wink at me?! 

"Wait | thought Micky said Michael was your middle name?" | said looking at Mike confused. 
"It is." He said in a matter of factly voice. 

"Well what's your first name?" | asked still curious. 

"Aint telling ya" He said seriously. 

‘It can't be as bad as Josephine Breighton" | bit back. 

"Who?" Everyone asked confused. 

"Mel" | said waving my hands. 

"I'd just rather be called Michael." Mike said in a low voice. 


It must really be bad. 


Wait wait | remember reading about this. 

| patted him on the shoulder. 

‘It's okay." | said. 

"Huh?" He said looking confused. 

"Nothing! Please to meet ya Mike Nesmith (Nehz-mith)." | said. 

"Holy shit!" Micky exclaimed. 

"What?" | said looking scared. 

"You said his name right." Davy said. 

Its not that difficult to pronounce." | said with a shrug. 

"Nice to meet you Josephine Brighton” Peter said smiling. 

“Actually Pete its Brayton, its English isn't?" Davy asked. 

"Finally someone got my name right they always mispronounce it" | said looking at Peter and he looked sad. 
"Is okay Peter you didn't understand." | said giving him a reassuring smile. 


"| get the same thing | tell em over an’ over again and still they call Naysmith, or Nishwash it's Nesmith" 
Mike said. 


"Oh they do it to me and Micky too they insist on constantly spelling our names "E-Y" Davy said. 
"| rather you just call me Josie you know like Josie and the Pussycats?" | said 

They just stared at me funny. 

Won't You Come Inside And Talk Awhile? What | Have To Say May Make You Smile 

"Is that like the name of your band or something?" Davy asked. 

"Kind of if | had one" | said 


"That's a Groovy name baby just groovy." Micky said. 


"| can dig it it's got a nice ring to it too." Peter said smiling. 

"So do you play?" Davy asked 

"| play a little bit of everything." | said. 

"But | mostly like to write my own stuff mainly poems though." | added. 
They are stared at me with wide eyes. 

"What?!" | said starting to feel uncomfortable. 


They stayed that way for what felt like ages before turning away none of them spoke awhile afraid to say 
anything. 


"Well it's just you don't look like the type to ya know create." Peter said. 
"My mother makes me wear these clothes, it's understandable for you to think that." | said shrugging. 


"Do ya have any of your stuff with ya?" Micky asked with excitement like | was hording a top secret file | was 
about to let him read. 


"Yes but they're not very good." | said handing over my notebook. 
"We'll be the judge of tha’ love." said Davy. 


" Sides you can't think they're so terrible if you don't give ‘em a chance first” Mike said. 


He's right, he's absolutely right | should follow his advice haha like that lady in Royal Flush did then one day I'll 
own the hotel. | thought myself but ended up laughing at it out loud. 


All four looked at me with confused eyes. 


"Uhm | remembered something funny off a TV show | watched." | explained what happened and they all bursted 
into laughs. 


"That's hilarious! You mean to tell me the guy told this cleaning lady to get plenty of ruffage in her diet and 
one day she'd own the hotel?" Micky asked between laughs. 


"Yes." | said. 


"And then she actually owns the hotel?" Mike said still trying to control his laughter. 


"Uh huh, but it was a joke he was being a smart Alec and she took him seriously!" | said trying to stifle my 


own giggles. 

"I bet his face was priceless wasn't it?" Davy asked still trying to suppress his giggles. 

‘Oh very and he tried it to but at never worked for him" | said. 

"What a drag." Peter said giggling. 

"You know these are really good songs." Micky said handing back my notebook. 

"Yeah did ya ever think of startin’ a band?" Mike asked. 

"No no no I'm terrified of the spotlight I'll stick to writing someone else can play it" | said 

"How about us?" Peter asked. 

"Oh Fraptious day, the Monkees wanting to play my songs?!" | thought in my head. 

lve must've been quiet for too long cause all of a sudden Davy was looking worried. 

Oh dammit | must've spaced out again. Tomorrow I'm gonna eat more fruit before school. | really need to stop 
spacing out. Oh man can you imagine if | did this in traffic? | can see it now: ‘Local space case causes pile up 
on the South Bridge’ 

"Guys | think we lost her." Davy said. 

"What did you do?" Mike said looking at Peter. 

"Nothing | just asked if we could play her songs and she zoned out." Peter said defending himself. 

"Aw Pete you know you can't just ask people that, we aren't famous you know." Micky said. 

"Yeah Peter she might be in shock, hey, hey miss are you okay?" Mike asked. 

"Yeah c'mon love, snap out of it." Davy said waving his hand in my face. 


Yep I'm definitely spaced out again they look really worried. Wonder how | look, probably like a dumbass with 


drool even coming out of my mouth. Oh god! 


| came to quickly checking myself for drool and told them yes they could play my songs. They were in shock 
they weren't expecting that. 


| Sing The Praise Of Never Change With Every Single Breath 

"Are you from around here Josie?" Peter asked. 

"Course she ain't Pete ‘member she's a new student?" Mike said. 

‘Oh sorry, | kinda forgot" Peter said smiling sheepishly. 

"Salright Pete, we all forget things sometimes." Micky said patting Peter on the back. 
"Where do you come from miss?" Davy asked anxiously. 

‘lm not sure where, | come from." | said. 

"Whatcha mean?" Micky pipped up. 

"Well | was in Kansas now l'm here." | said trying to explain 

"Don't worry same thing happened to me." Peter said with a reassuring smile. 

"It did?!" | said in disbelief. 

"Yeah my parents once relocated me one night too, woke up in a new city." Peter said. 
He thinks | was moved here? 

"We all come from different walks of life, like I'm from Texas." Mike said proudly. 

‘I'm from Manchester way across the Ocean" Davy said smiling. 

"I come from Connecticut well actually DC. but lived in Connecticut the longest." Peter said. 
"And l'm a Native Californian born and raised in this here state." Micky said happily. 
Talk about a group of oddballs but they're really nice guys. 

"So you see we are all different in our own way." Mike said with a smirk. 

"Texas? Do you know Buddy Holly?" | asked curiously. 


"Who?" Mike answered. 


‘| think she means Charles." Davy replied. 

"Oh Yeah we see him in the halls and at lunch" Micky said 

Oh Fraptious dayll 

"Why?" Peter asked 

| shrugged and changed the subject. 

Bue Moon ls The Sky Con You Tel Me Your Story Are The Stars Bits OF Mage? 


"So um what do you guys plan on doing after you graduate, | wanna be an author" | said beaming. 


"I want to be a scientist" Micky said acting like he was a mad scientist experimenting with his pen and percil 


pretending they were test tubes. 

| think you'd be an awesome scientist Micky, just please no explosives." | said smiling. 
"No promises." Micky said smiling back. 

"| think I'd like to be a jockey." Davy said joyfully. 


‘Oh wonderful, horses are such beautiful creatures." | said starting to daydream about horse riding. "You'd 


make a great jockey Davy." | continued, 

"I think I'm gonna become a lawyer or doctor." Mike replied finally. 

"Remind me never to get hurt or arrested" | said laughing. 

"Aw c'mon | ain't gonna be that bad" Mike said laughing too. 

"Seriously though | think you'd make lovely doctor.” | said giving him a thumbs up. 

"Thank you ma'am" Mike said laughing, 

"| want to be a folk singer, college just isn't my bag y'know?" Peter said looking at peace with his answer. 
‘| believe you'll be wonderful too Peter." | said with a little knowing smile. 

Peter starting blushing. 


| made Peter blush, yes. 


"Thank you Josie." Peter said bashfully. 
The bell was about to ring on to period four. 
Ill miss my new friends hopefully | see them again today, maybe in lunch. 


Haha them in lunch oh | hope they start a food fight! Like I've read about, or maybe they're more behaved in 
this alternate reality? 


Nah! They're the Morkees | highly doubt it. | laughed at that thought 
"Well | hope | see you guys later, Bye" | said waving farewell to my new friends. 

They all said their farewells as well 

Then | was left alone to face another dilemma of a new period Back to the slaughterhouse. | thought again 


Well here goes nothing onward to History class wonder who I'll meet next? 


Once | Caught A Glimpse OF Your Unguarded Untouched 
Heart 


Author's Notes: 
All Songs except First Time Are Who Songs (: 


Once | Caught A Glimpse Of Your Unguarded Untouched Heart 


| started walking into history again | was on edge just really really anxious you know? | took a seat in the back 


and waited for the other students to come in. 

Maybe I'll get some more reading done while | wait. 

| pulled out my copy of Jane Eyre. | love this book dearly the characters feel so real like dear friends of mine. 
| was just to the part when Jane refuses Rochester, when | felt someone tap my shoulder. 


| closed my book and looked up. There standing next to me was a boy about my age with curly black hair and 


ocean blue eyes. 

"You're in my seat." The stranger said. 

| quickly gathered my things and gave him my seat. 

This can't be reall 

| continued to stare at this guy in front of me. 

"You must be new here?" He asked. 

"Yes uhm it's my first day here." | said very lowly. 

‘Oh well my apologies | didn't mean to be so rude about my seat.” The boy said giving an nervous smile. 
"No it's alright | understand" | said with a shrug. 

"So love have you got a name?" He asked still smiling. 


He should smile more. 


"Yes my name's Jo--." | began but was interrupted by someone already yelling my name and running towards 


Each Time You Play A Melody It Means The Earth To This Little Girl 

"Josie! What're you doin’ ere?" Keith said giving me a bear hug. 

"Well I'm in this class." | said still not have come to grips of the situation 

"Well if it aint the little red headed bird from this morning." Paul said with a wink. 

"Hello love how are you?" George said with a smile that was rather infectious cause | began to smile myself. 
"Ive been good still a bit on edge, being new." | answered shyly. 

‘It's just the new school jitters, you'll be right as rain by Wednesday." Ringo said trying to reassure me. 

"I hope so." | said in a quiet voice. 


‘Of course you will cause we'll be here to help ya" John said putting his arm around my shoulder like we were 
dear friends. 


"Is someone gonna tell me how you know the new girl?" The boy from earlier asked curiously. 
"She's me neighbour." Keith said proudly. 
"No she isn't, I've met your neighbours." The kid next to the brunette said. 


"She might be one of the new ones on the corner we haven't met yet" Said the boy sitting on the other side 
of the blonde boy. 


"Don't be daft those folks are an elderly couple." Said the boy from earlier. 

"He means our lockers are next to each other." | said giggling at their little argument. 
These three guys look oddly familiar now that I've gotten a clear view of them. 

| was trying to figure out who they were and where I've seen them before. 


"Hey guys look what | can finally do, | mastered it yesterday!" The blonde screamed while whipping a yo-yo 


around. 


"Would you stop that?! | swear one day you're gonna lose control of that thing and injure someone!" The 


brunette on his right said. 
"Aw Pete it's just a bit o fun!" The blonde said pouting. 
"m with Rog, this period is a load of bollocks." The other brunette said and threw his books at the wall. 


Wow, if this was 2015 they'd get detention for that. 


| smiled at the antics of my new carefree classmates. 


Doctor Jimmy And Mister Jim When I'm Pilled You Won't Notice Him 

"Oh Enty not you too." The brunette said. 

‘Oh c'mon Pete live a little" Paul said smirking at the behaviour of his fellow lads. 

"Yeah what's the ‘arm in it?" John said as he began to pretend to sword fight with George. 
"Hah! | broke yer sword!" George boasted proudly. 

"You are all acting like children!" The brunette said getting annoyed. 

"Good thing | have a spare! Ringo!" John said motioning for Ringo to throw him another ruler. 
"For the fair maiden!" Ringo yelled and joined into the duel. 

"Traitor!" George said trying not to laugh at his mates. 


"Wait wait who is this maiden, she must be a hot little ol' bird to have these lads at it" The blonde said trying 


to hide his knowing smile. 


"She is she's the most beautifulest maiden in the kingdom but not as beautiful as the Princess." John said 


pretending to be swooning over said maiden. 

"Yeah but their attitudes are of equal match." George said rolling his eyes. 
"Blasphemy!!" Ringo yelled pretending to be offended. 

"Maybe if ya keep talkin’ she might just feed ya to ‘er dogs." Keith said snickering. 


"One more remark like that and you'll go to the Dragon!" Paul mock yelled. 


"Forceful ain't she?" John said to George. 

"Just yer kinda bird ‘ey John?" George said snickering with John 

"I think he'd be better off with the dragon!" Ringo said teasingly. 

All three were in an uproar of laughter. 

"Oh shut up!" Paul said wearing a paper crown on his head. 

Princess Paul? 

| smiled at the scene before me. He wore a paper crown covered in sequins that were glued into place. 
"Your majesty." | mock bowed. 

Paul laughed. 

"Oh for the love of Margaret." The brunette said looking at the scene in front of him. 
"| wanna be a knight!" The blonde said pretending his chair was his horse. 

"As you wish and you can be the maiden" Paul said handing me a paper crown, 
"Thanks." | said taking the crown. 

"What about me?" Keith asked with a pout. 

"You can be the Jester." | said. 

Keith looked at me then on his face formed a mischievous smile. 

Ill be the wizard" The other brunette said proudly pretending his pencil was a wand. 
"The saga continues." The remaining brunette said putting his head on the desk. 

"Pete can be the mean ol' dragon!" Keith announced. 

"The hell | will | refused to be apart of this." Pete said. 

Keith pouted but Pete just rolled his eyes. 


Everyone began to act out without Pete. 


It is like Lord Of The Rings with school supplies! 

| laughed at that thought. 

They were at this fairytale scenario for a good ten minutes before the teacher finally walked in 

But it ended way before she had entered John had disarmed George, imprisoned Ringo, and won the Princess. 
George and Ringo shared the maiden 


That's The First Time I've Ever Seen You Truly Smile [tll Be With Me For Awhile 


We all took our seats. | sat behind the brunette whom refused to go along with our fantasy. On my left was 
Keith and my right sat Ringo. 


John and Paul sat on the side of George behind me. "That was fun" | said beaming at my new friends. 
"Yeah loads we all could've gotten into trouble." The brunette in front of me said. 


"Nah you know Ms. Kane, she loves our shenanigans.” The blonde said next to him. Then he turned around to 


me. 

"I'm sorry all this excitement and we never introduced ourselves, l'm Roger Daltrey. You already know Keith. 
The fellow to my right is Pete Townshend and the lad to his right is John Entwistle. And who are you?" Roger 
said with a smile. 

The Who! 

The realization hit me again like a bucket of ice water. 

| shook the shock off. 

"I'm Josephine Breighton, Josie for short" | said shyly. 


"Please to meet you Josie." Roger said happily. 


The class felt like it was dragging on forever as the teacher babbled on about The Roman Empire. Finally the 
bell rang. 


Hallelujah! 


| shouted in my head. 


"Well it was nice meeting you Josie." Roger said as he was leaving. 

"You guys too." | said back. 

"Yeah you're a very interesting bird" John said following Roger. 

"I apologize for my behaviour earlier." Pete said rubbing the back of his neck nervously. 
"Don't sweat it Pete, | understand." | said giving him a reassuring smile. 

"We've gotta do that again and get Pete to participate!" Keith said excitingly. 

"Not gotta happen" Pete said walking away. 

"Aw c'mon Petel" Keith carried on tagging along after him. 

"No Keith." You could hear faintly from the hallway. 

| laughed at them. 


Those knuckleheads. 


